The house in Ash Springs had been the cheapest he could find.
The only luxury it came with was a half-stray cat abandoned by the family who sold the homestead to him. It showed up casually, crawling through the cat door Bridy never did close off, and curled on his sleeping chest, slowly kneading him awake. These were soft moments he craved, but which always ended after a day or two when the cat took its claws to something and got tossed, yowling, into the sagebrush again. 
After some weeks of testing his limits with the gin

